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than fifty-five address boxes in gold, in silver, in ivory,
in enamel, in ebony, in sandal-wood, in filigree, or in
teak.

What had made me forget these dolls and caskets ?
Was it that in my uncle's lifetime they had been con-
sidered too topical and too sacred for public display
and had been kept, with the spurs and the roses, in
the strong-room amid tissue paper and green baize ?
Or had they been there all the time and merely escaped
my attention ? If so, how came it that I, who took so
personal an interest in the Vancouver totems, the
curling stones, the Egyptian antiquities and even the
little brushes from the altar of St. Peter's, should have
withheld all affection from this glittering panoply of
England's rule ? Was it due to that curious selective-
ness of a child's memory which rejects from con-
sciousness any object which does not awake either
immediate pleasure or immediate pain? Or is Dr.
Freud right after all, and had I repressed these glittering
gauds because of their all too painful association with
the Black Hole of Calcutta, Miss Plimsoll, and the
Well of Cawnpore ? Or was it (as the Viennese might
further contend) some Siva-complex, some dread of
the destruction-principle, which caused my infant
consciousness to hide these trowels from my memory,
blanketing them under layer upon layer of the un-
conscious ? It was nothing of the sort. I have suffered
in my life from no repressions. Either the things had
been there in my time; or else they had not. If, in
fact, they had been hidden in the plate-room, then my
forgetfiilness is excusable. If they were kept in the
Museum, then their ugliness, and their blatant lack of
human interest had caused me to pass them by. India